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A TRUE-LOVE SONG. 
M. R. WHITTLESF.y. 

O EYES, whose light withdrawn, 
Left Winter in my heart ! 

Still, still the years go on. 
And youth and hope depart. 

O eyes, that drew my soul. 
And drank its sweetness up ! 

Still do I hold for dole, 
My shrunken, empty cup ; 

A beggar for one draught 
Of that which filled it once. 

For I was young, and laughed 
With love's pure gladness once. 

eyes, that were my stars ! 
Shut from your friendly light. 

Blight fell on life's best powers ; 
This was, indeed, the night. 

1 said ; " Lost, lost lor aye ! 

Henceforth our paths divide ; 
Love can do naught but die, 
When truth and trust have died." 

In sooth, I did not know 

Life's crowning sweetness then — 
That love doth stronger grow. 

Through loss and life-long pain. 

Oh ! never lost to us 

Are those once loved indeed ; 
For a diviner trust 

Their very errors plead : 

A faith that, soon or late — 
The better soul we knew — 

Will break the chains of fate. 
And climb from false to true. 

eyes, that shine afar. 
Yet still to me so dear ! 

1 wait, as for a star 

That will again appear. 



THE PRISON SURGEON. 

From the French. 
I. 

It was a cold gray night, like all the nights of 
November beneath the sky of Brittany. Brest was 
asleep, and in its port could be heard only the creak- 
ing of the immense cables that held the vessels to 
the quays, and the measured tread of the sentinels. 

In the distance, the solitary edifice of the peniten- 
tiary appeared, lit up in relief from the black masses 
that surrounded it. One of the divisions of the struc- 
ture, however, was so dimly lighted as almost to fade 
into the night ; this was the convict's infirmary. At 
the window of this infirmary a young man, wearing 
the uniform of a navy surgeon, stood, with his fore- 
head pressed against the iron bars, deep in medita- 
tion. 

" Of what good is life without happiness, and how 
happiness without wealth .^ First, riches! All else 
follows. To do some low thing and become rich, is 
the cowardice of a day that the rest of your life will 
make forgotten. As for remorse, if it exists, can it 
torment worse than want, than poverty ? I am not 
so sure of the pains of a revolted conscience, and I 
am very sure of those born of indigence. The poor 
do not live. 

" I am twenty-seven ; I love joy, life, and must 
pass my days among the dead and dying. Why such 
an existence ? " 

For one who could have then read his thoughts, a 
singular spectacle would have offered itself in that 
chagrined brain, indignant at the impotence of the 
poor man to successfully do evil, and demanding an 
account from his Creator for the difficulties with 
which He had surrounded crime. Still, it is easy to 
see, in this strange direction of ideas, more of disor- 
der than corruption. Immorality sprang not here 
from vice, but from the thirst of ambition, the ordi- 
nary malady of young men at the feverish and rest- 
less epoch of life. 

Edward Launay was, indeed, one of those men who 
will not to accept a place in the world, but to choose 
one, and who pass, in envying the fortune of others, 
the time they should employ in climbing. Thus 
placed at the point of view of jealousy, everything ap- 
peared to him in a false light, and his mind depraved 
itself in a mesh of sophistries. Perilous situation, 
reached by most men in whom the domination of 
mind over matter is not well established. 

At this point of his reflections, an attendant came 
to announce that No. 7 was dead. The young sur- 
geon quitted the window with regret, and turned 



toward the number named. On arriving at number 
seven, Launay lifted the covering from the head of 
the dead, and regarded it with curiosity. He passed 
his hand lightly over the protuberances of the 
cranium, studied for an instant the muscles of the 
face ; then, as if resolved to verify certain observa- 
tions or clear up a doubt, he ordered the transpor- 
tation of the body to the amphitheater. 

The guard entered with a litter, and the body was 
borne to the dissecting room. 

Habituated as he was to such scenes, the unusual 
hour, the cold humidity of the place, and that fan- 
tastical uncertainty which night throws over every- 
thing, caused Launay a slight uneasiness. He hast- 
ened to prepare his instruments, approached the 
table, and uncovered the body of the convict. He 
drew the lamp nearer and seized his dissecting knife. 
But, as he grasped the arm of the convict, he felt a 
slight resistance. Surprised and almost frightened, 
he leaned over the body and raised the head to the 
lamplight : the eyelids opened ! 

Launay shrank back stupefied. The body rose 
slowly, sat up, and looked around with , inquietude. 
The young surgeon stood immovable, not knowing 
what to think,- when he saw the convict, Peter 
Cranou, slide eagerly from the table and run toward 
the window. This movement was a flash of light. 
He saw he had been duped, and quickly recovering 
himself, he flew after the prisoner, whom he seized 
by the waist, at the moment he was about to leap 
through the window. 

A struggle followed — a fierce, deadly struggle — 
which terminated by the convict's being flung to the 
floor. 

" You see you are not the stronger," said the sur- 
geon. 

" Let me escape, in the name of Heaven ! Mr. 
Launay. You are not put to guard me." 

" Impossible." And, as his prisoner made a fresh 
efifort to disengage himself, he exclaimed: "You 
move not without my permission. I will not have it 
said that you made a fool of me." 

" I want to be free ! I must be free I " cried Cranou. 
" I starved myself for three days, to be sent to the 
hospital, and all for nothing. Oh ! it is too much ! 
too much ! " 

" Why do you wish to escape ? " ' 

" To enjoy life. I am rich I " 

" Humph ! You are happy." 

Although this word had been uttered with irony, 
the surgeon's tone had something in it that the con- 
vict .understood. 

" Listen," said he, in a lower tone. " Would you 
also be rich ? I have for two." 

" Some robbery to commit with you, I suppose ? " 

"No; but money to receive. Aid me to fly, and I 
will share." 

" Keep your romances for other ears," said Launay, 
ashamed at lending, despite himself, heed to the 
lies of a convict. " Return to your ward, and let this 
end." 

" Hear me ! " cried the prisoner, in an accent of 
truthfulness that struck the surgeon. " Promise to 
let me fly, if I shall prove that I do not lie." 

" I don't risk much, I dare say." 

" Swear then." 

" Be it so : I swear." 

" Well ! in the sandy flat of Saint Michael's, near the 
northern end of the Irglas rock, at the bottom of a 
hole six feet in depth, I have hidden a chest that 
contains 400,000 francs in bank bills." 

Despite the efforts of Launay to affect indifference, 
it was evident he listened to the convict with greedy 
attention. He stood for a moment lost in reverie ; 
but issuing suddenly from that preoccupation, he 
blushed as he encountered the look of Cranou fixed 
upon him, amd said in a tone which he endeavored 
to render trifling: 

"Your story is well invented, but it is old. Hidden 
treasures won't do, even in comic operas. Look me 
up some other romance." 

The convict shivered. " You don't believe me ? " 
he asked ; then added quickly : " You shall have 
two-thirds — two-thirds I " 

" Enough : not a word more. Get up ! " 

Cranou uttered a cry of rage, and threw himself on 
the ground. — " Oh ! he won't believe me ! he won't 
believe me ! " he cried as he rolled about, a prey to 
wild despair. As for Launay, he was in great per- 
plexity. The convict's recital had stirred up the 
mass of unhealthy thoughts that slept within him. 
He broke away from the temptation, and approach- 
ing Cranou, seized him beneath the arms with the 



intention of carrying him back to his ward. Finding 
from the fellow's struggles, that he must seek assist- 
ance, he went out hastily, double locking the door 
behind him. He crossed into the Infirmary, where 
he ordered two guards to follow him. 

As they returned to the amphitheater, a shot was 
fired near them, and at the same instant a man, 
naked and bleeding, appeared staggering at the 
other extremity of. the yard. It was Cranou, who, 
left alone, had succeeded in leaping through the 
window, and at whom the sentinel had fired. 

The young surgeon arrived in time to receive him 
in his arms; but the ball had traversed his lungs, 
and in a few moments he was dead. 
II. 

Eighteen months after, our young surgeon found 
himself in Badenviller, a little town planted on the 
slope of a mountain, at the foot of the Black Forest, 
and whose site seemed to have been designedly dis- 
posed for the poet who would describe a terrestrial 
paradise. 

Since his sudden opulence, attributed in society to 
an unexpected and distant heritage, but the veritable 
source of which the reader has doubtless divined, 
Edward Launay had quitted the service. He had 
sought distraction in a tour through Italy, Switzer- 
land and Germany. It was In returning from this 
last excursion that chance had brought him to Ba- 
denviller at the same moment when Miss Morpeth, 
a young English lady, had arrived, with whose 
charms of mind and person he speedily became 
enamored. He profited by the freedom that daily 
communication establishes among bathers to ap- 
proach her. English was familiar enough to enable 
him to converse with Miss Fanny in her own lan- 
guage, and this circumstance, which drew them to- 
gether, had also the result of isolating them from 
the rest of the crowd. They grew, indeed, intimate, 
and were mutually happy, until the arrival of a Mr. 
Burns, an aged gentleman, who seemed a sort of 
confidential friend or guardian of Miss Morpeth. 

A month had sufficed to bring them very near to 
each other, but the apparition of this Mr. Burns 
troubled the calm. Miss Morpeth had announced 
him to Launay as a friend of her family whom she 
loved and respected as a father, but without ex- 
plaining further the relations that bound her to him. 
It was not therefore without a certain discontent, 
mixed with jealousy, that Edward perceived the em- 
pire exercised by the new comer over Miss Fanny, 
and the tenderness they witnessed to each other. 
Also, he responded but feebly to the advances of 
Mr. Burns, who, on his side, held himself within the 
limits of a cold and inquisitorial dignity that piqued 
him. 

Since his change of condition, he felt an extreme 
repugnance in speaking of his past, and the slightest 
investigation relative to his person or his life irri- 
tated him. Often, in the midst of the most animated 
conversation, a fact related, a word thrown out in 
passing, would stop short his gaiety. 

One can conceive that he must have -answered a 
few indirect interrogations addressed him by Mr. 
Burns, with -so much curtness, as to choke any de- 
sire to renew them. Th£ Englishman abstained, 
indeed, from that moment, from all questions; but, 
due no doubt to the influence the old gentleman' 
exercised upon Miss Morpeth, the latter began, also, 
from this time to show herself less free -and less 
tender. Edward, disquieted, sought an explanation 
from the young girl, but could obtain only broken 
words and tears. 

On the evening following, when Launay found Miss 
Fanny in the parlor of the Carlsrhuhe he contented 
himself with saluting her, and went to a seat at the 
other extremity of the room. He could not pardon 
Miss Morpeth her submission to the will of this 
Burns whom he detested. As for himself, he felt 
only now how deeply he loved her. He had leaned 
above that soul, and had seen to its depth as in a 
limped fountain. There are purities so evident, can- 
dors so holy, that doubt cannot grow in their pres- 
ence ; we see them as we see the sun, without a 
thought of disputing them. 

Edward, to escape the annoyances of a match- 
making mother, who had set her heart upon Launay 
as fair game for her daughters, had taken his sketch- 
book from the table, where he had left it after his 
walk in the morning, and began to pencil away at 
random. But his eyes and mind would involuntary 
turn toward the obscure corner where Miss Morpeth 
sat. At length, impatient at seeing no effort from 
her to encourage his approach, he threw aside his 



